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You'll Never Know 


Taylor Hawkins: Just Another Dumb Blonde. 


Morning was breaking in the valley. The sun was peeking through the windows and coffee was brewing. Birds 
were singing out in the garden and, if you listened hard enough, you could just about hear the roar of the 


freeway. 


Sitting at the kitchen table, Taylor read over the headline again. It was referring to something he'd said the 
week before and, beneath it, was a photograph of him with his large eyes and slightly confused expression 


Taylor sighed and pushed the newspaper away. What he'd said had been really stupid. He'd been walking through 
a mall when a reporter had stopped him and asked him about another artist's new album. Taylor had replied 
that he didn't like the cover but thought that the music was ok-ish. Now the whole thing had been turned in 
to him being a dumb blonde. 


He got that a lot. When you're the sidekick of one of music's most influential stars, people tended to assume 
that you didn't have much going on upstairs. Especially when you were blonde and played drums. Everyone knew 
that drummers weren't the brightest button in the box. 


Getting to his feet, Taylor poured himself a coffee. He liked it how he liked his men; dark and strong. Picking up 
the mug, he padded through the empty house and towards the basement door. No one ever went down to the 
basement and for good reason. Normally it was full of junk, stuff that had been tossed down there over the 
years and forgotten about. Taylor preferred that his basement was never seen, its contents far more 
interesting than a few forgotten awards. 


Opening the door, he switched on the light that illuminated the stairs. At the bottom was a thick, steel door. 
When it had been fitted, he'd made the excuse that it was a blast door and that the room beyond it was a 
safe room. Just in case. Dave had raised an eyebrow and called him more paranoid than most conspiracy 


theorists. Taylor had just smiled but, from that moment on, Dave had never questioned him. 


Taylor descended the stairs, his coffee swilling in his mug. He took it slow, carefully balancing the mug. On 
reaching the bottom, he plugged his access number in to the door's keypad. The locks shot back with a dull 
thud and the door began to swing open. Beyond it, lights flickered to life with a low hum. 


Taylor stepped in to the basement room and aimed his heel at the door. It swung shut behind him, the locks 


reactivating and keeping him hidden from the world. 
Because Taylor had a lot to hide. 


Looking around himself, he smiled. The basement was filled with a range of equipment that no one, not even his 
lover, would imagine him to own. Powerful microscopes sat on polished steel work benches. Another held 
centrifuges and a drying cabinet, along with with an autoclave. A water purification system hung over a sink. 


Along the back wall was his pride and joy; a nitrogen laser. 


Taylor wasn't just a dumb drummer. Not by a long shot. Behind the scenes, and away from everyone's prying 
eyes, he'd earned degree after degree. Most were in the sciences and his dissertations often delved in to the 
stranger side of research. Was there life on other planets? Had it visited Earth? What technologies would 
other lifeforms provide to the people of Earth? 


From those he'd created all manner of things. His current project was a cure for Alzheimer's. He wanted to 
see people whose memories were fading be restored to their normal selves. As with everything he did, the 
cure would be available for a nominal amount. He made enough money with the band, more than he knew what 
to do with. To make money from medicine was, in his opinion, a violation of the right to life. Why pay millions of 


dollars to get well when some guy, a dumb drummer no less, could do it for pennies on the dollar? 


Putting the mug down beside a microscope, Taylor began to turn everything on. He could save the world and 


not a single soul would know that it was him. 


